In Abel die, and ever since

In thine, let their blood come

To beg for us a discreet patience

Of death, or of worse life; for, oh I to some

Not to be martyrs is a martyrdom,

The  Confessors

Therefore with thee triumpheth there
A virgin squadron of white Confessors,
Whose bloods, betroth* d, not married, were
Tendered, not taken by those ravishers:
They know, and pray that we may know:
In every Christian

Hourly tempestuous persecutions grow.
Temptations martyr us alive. A man
Is to himself a Dioclesian,
i

The   Virgins

The cold whitc^snowy nunnery,

(Which, as thy mother, their high abbess, sent

Their bodies back again to thee,

As thou hadst lent them, dean and innocent)

i
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